5+ TbeTragedy of Othello 

Otb. But this deuoted a fore-gone conclufion, 

Jag. Tis a fhrewd doubt, tho it be but a dreamc. 

And tins may hclpe to thicken other proofes, 

Thac doc dcmonflrate thinly, 

Otb. l’lc tearc her all to peeccs. 

lag. Nay, but be wife, yet we fee nothing done. 

She may be honed yet, tell me but thff, 

Hauc you not fometimes fcenc a handkercher. 

Spotted with ftrawberrics in your wiues hand. 

Otb. I gaue her filch a one,twas my firtt gife. 

Jag. 1 know not that, but fueh ahandkcrchcr, 

I am ture ic was your wiues,did I to day 
See Cafsio wipe his beard with. 

Oth. Ift be that. 

Jag. I he be that, or any, it was hers, 

It fpcakes againft her, with the ocher proofes. 

Oth. O that the Hauc h ad forty thoufand hues, 

One is too poorc,too wcake for my rettenge : 

Now doc I fee tis time,looke here / ago. 

All my fond foue,thu; doe I blow to heauen, — tis gone, 
Arife blacke vcngeancc,froch thy hollow Cell, 

Yeeld vp O louc thy crownc^nd hatted Throne, 

To tirranous hate,fwcll bofome vvith tby fraught. 

For tis cf Afpccks tongues. 

Jag. Pvay be content. bekneeJet, 

Oth. O blood, /djWjblood. 

Jag. Patience I fay, your mind perhaps may change. 
Otb . Ncuer: 

In the due reucrence ofa facred vow, 

I here ingage my words, 

Jag. Doc not rife yet : 

Witneffe you cuer-burning.lights aboue, 

Y ou Elements that clip vs round about, lage kneeks; 

Witneffe tlut hcrc,A*g* doth giae vp 
The excellency ofhis wit,hand, heart. 

To W! ong’d Othello t fci uice : let him command, 

And co obey,(hall be rcmorce, 


The Moore 0 / Venice. 


VVhat bloody wovke fo cucr 

oth 1 g recte th y loue : 

vjot with vaine thankcs,but with acceptance bounteous, 

A id will vpon the infUn t put thec to’t,. 

VVithjnthcfc three dayes,lct me heare thec fay, 
pliat Cafsits not aliue, 

lug. My fr^nd is dead': 
pis ilone as you rcqucft.but let her liue. 

Oth. Dam her lewd minks • O dam her,. 

£ plTiej goc with me apatt,I will withdraw 
Xofurnifb me with fome fwift meancs of death,, 
forthefairc diucll : now art thou my Leiutenont, 

J'm, 1 am your owne for euer, 

6 Exeunt* 

EwrerDefdemonia Emilia and the Clowne , 

Def. Do you know firra, where the Leiutenant Caftio lies ? 

Clo. I dare not fay he lies any where. 

Def. YVhy man ? 

He is a Souldicr,and for one to fay a Souldier lies,is tabbing. 

Def. Co to, where lodges he? 

Clo. I know not where he lodges, and for me to deuife a lodging, 
and lay he lies thcre,wcre to lie in my. throacc. 

Defd. Can you inquire him out,and be edified by report ? 

Clo, I will cathechizc the world for him, that is, make quellions 
And by them anfwer. 

Defd, Secke him,bid hi m comcbithcr,teU him I hauc moued my 
lord in his beha;fe,and hope all will be well. 

Clo. T o doe this is within the compaffc of a man , and therefore 
He attempt the doing of it. Exit. 

Defd, Where fhould 1 loofc that handkercher Emilba} 

Em. I know not Madam. 

Def Beleetie me,l had rather loofe my purfe 
Full ofCtufadecs s and but my noble Moore 
Is true of minde,and made ofno fuch bafeneffe, ’ 

As iealous creatures arc,it were enough , I 

To put him to ill rhinkiug, 

Em. Is he not iealous ; 

H 4 Def. 








